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The Revenge of the Jedi 


Author's Notes: 
This story comes with a cracklfic warning. It was written a long time ago as an IM answer and wasn\'t meant 
for posting here, but *cough* certain recent threads on the message board changed my mind. So basically, 


what I\'m saying is \" They made me do it\" 


One night during the recording of TBA James came over to Kirk's place with a plastic bag under his arm. He 
dropped it on the couch and motioned for Kirk to look inside. 


Kirk did 
Shit. He swallowed hard. James wasn't kidding. 


James plopped onto the couch-one eyebrow cocked up, a huge grin under that mustache-and watched Kirk 


take out the contents of the bag. 


There it was. One black Jedi Knight outfit, complete with a cape and a blue light saber (plastic). One gold bikini. 
An arm bracelet. A matching head thingy. And finally, the chain with a neck loop. Oh shit 


Kirk's hand skimmed over the red fabric attached to the bikini panties. He rubbed it against his cheek-the 
touch of soft silk sent shivers down his spine. Planting one knee on each side of James's thighs he dropped his 


ass into James's lap. 

"You really want to?" he asked. 

They had been sort of talking about it for weeks. Sort of. As in: "They sell outfits like that, you know?" and 
"We could try that some time," and "You would look hot wearing that" Then they would both laugh and rewind 
the tape to the place when you first see Leia sitting at Jabba's feet, before Luke shows up. 

James's eyes twinkled and his face stretched in a grin. "Yeah. Let's do it” 

They moved to the bathroom. Kirk brushed James's hair, then braided it. Then they both shed their clothes 
and finished the transformation into the sexy, albeit incestuous, couple. Black had always looked good on him 
and James wearing a Slave Girl outfit looked like every Jedi's wet dream-especially reclining in that patented 
seductive pose. 

Soon after, Kirk was milling the air with his light saber, fighting the imaginary enemies and defending the virtue 


of his princess. After a successful rescue mission, princess James gave herself willingly and generously to her 


Jedi hero. 

EK 

A week later he and James had another date in a galaxy far, far away. 

Pleading headache, Kirk escaped from the studio early, which earned him a scornful look from Bob Rock He was 
so fired up, he didn't care. On the way home he picked up his outfit from dry cleaning, all the time plotting new 


scenarios for their "movie." 


He just got out of the shower and finished changing when he heard a knock on the door. He rushed to let 


James in. 

| have an idea for-" left his mouth before he froze. 
James wasn't alone. 

"Hi Kirk How's it going?" 


Bob Rock had his hands in his pockets and a grin on his face. He didn't look all that surprised that Kirk opened 


the door wearing a long black cape. 
James pushed past the two of them blocking the door. Before Kirk had a chance to say anything, James 
grabbed Bob by the elbow and propelled him towards the kitchen. "Get yourself a beer from the fridge or 


something, ‘kay?" 


Once Bob was safely out of the hearing range, Kirk pointed his thumb in the general direction of the kitchen 
"What's he doing here?" 


James rubbed his hand on his chin. "Shit, | meant to tell you earlier. I've been thinking, and- " he paused, looked 


at Kirk, then looked away. 

Kirk was getting a bad feeling about this. "And?" 

"And something was missing last week." Another pause. 

With his arms crossed on his chest, Kirk waited. 

"Jabba," James finally said. 

Kirk cocked an eyebrow. "Jabba?" 

"Yeah. It's nothing to do with you-you are perfect" James ran his index finger along the outline of Kirk's jaw. 
Kirk shivered and almost purred, but then remembered that Jedi knights don't purr. "I can't get into the role 
without Jabba," James continued. "It feels stupid when the other end of the chain just sits there next to me. | 
want somebody to hold the chain, to pull on it, to make me feel like I'm a prisoner. Without it, it doesn't feel 
real ya know?" 


Kirk nodded. That made sense. Kind of. 


"But why Bob?" He stuck his head around the corner and peeked into the kitchen Sprawled in a chair, Bob was 


gulping down a Heineken 
"Well..." James paused. "We made a deal." 


What kind of deal, Kirk wanted to ask, but decided that he might be better off not knowing. Still, something was 
bugging him here. "Why didn't you ask Lars?" 


"| did." 


"And? What did he say?" 


James sighed. "You don't wanna know what Lars said, but the bottom line is: no, he's not going to play with us." 


"Okay. What about Jason?" 
"Jason?" James's face pulled in a grimace. He shook his head. "Uh, no. Jason doesn't fit the role." 


Right. Because on the list of people to whom James might consider being chained, Jason probably held the 


honorable last place. James and his control issues. 

And speaking of issues, they, he and Bob, had their own issues. Ever since they started recording, Bob had 
been picking on him: a snotty remark here, a put-down there. The guy was such a dick, and Kirk was only too 
happy to get out of the studio at the end of every day and not to have breathe the same air as Bob. And now 
fucking this 

On the other hand .. . Kirk sneaked another look at Bob in the kitchen. Yeah. Bob might be just perfect for the 
role of Jabba 


eR 


In the end it all worked out great for everybody involved: for James, who got to be chained to a real "Jabba"; 


for Bob, who mysteriously got every producing gig from that point on, and as for Kirk . . . 


James wearing gold bikini and spread on his bed was enough of an award, but the absolutely kick-ass thing, Kirk 


thought, was that every now and then he got to beat the shit out of "Jabba" with his light saber. 


No wonder for the rest of the recording Bob rode his ass so hard in the studio, but goddammit, it was worth 
it! 


(end) 


